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Hollick-Kenyon grew more and more silent. A little querulously,
I asked him one day why he didn't talk more. He told me he
was cursed with a bad temper and that it was better for him not
to talk. I guess we were both getting "polar nerves."
Once, at the end of a day's march, the fog cleared a litde, and I
suddenly cried out: "Water 1"
There, plain as day in the north-east, appeared a considerable
expanse of open water. Hollick-Kenyon looked, too.
"That's right," he said.  "It is water 1"
We thought it was the Ross Sea—or perhaps even the bay itself,
ice-free earlier than usual this year. Knowing how fog magnified
distances, we did not attempt to reach it that night; but, not to
miss the welcome view the first thing when we awoke, we pitched
the tent with the opening facing the water.
Then, to celebrate our good fortune, Kenyon that evening fried a
mess of bacon. While he was doing so, the impulse came to me to
examine my left foot, which remained numb day after, day. I re-
moved boot, moccasin, and my two pairs of socks, then hastily
put them back on again, all my appetite for the savoury feast gone.
My whole foot seemed to be one water blister.
Nevertheless, I did not worry about it. On such a journey one
learns to accept all misfortune with stoical resignation. No use to
worry—that's polar religion. And it is easy not to worry. Life is
all work, work, work—dull, brutish toil that leaves no place for
fear or any other strong emotion. I never felt sorry for myself,
since this thing had been my own choice. I only felt sorry for those
outside, waiting and worrying without word from us.
Next morning when we crept from our sleeping-bags we looked
eagerly for the water that would guide us to Litde America. A
chilly fog was shrouding the ice, and we could see nothing. Never-
theless, we knew the direction of the water and set out for it by
the compass. That day we made fourteen miles instead of our usual
ten, but we never came to the water. It had vanished. It is a mystery
I will never solve, for I cannot believe we were looking at a mirage.
The air was clearer next day, and we followed north toward the
water sky. Our one desire now was to reach the Ross Sea. We were
utterly lost, keeping on the move only to get somewhere else.
During silent hours we toiled onward with the sledge—the same

